THE IRON PUDDLER

out by a fist and was carted away in the am-
bulance, the next man on the waiting list was
voted into our club to fill the vacancy. We
had what is called "family reach" at the table
(both in feeding and fighting). Each man
cut off a big quivering hunk of roast pork or
greasy beef and passed the platter to his
neighbor. The landlady stood behind the
chairs and directed two colored girls to pour
coffee into each cup as it was emptied.

These cups were not china cups with little
handles such as you use in your home. They
were big "ironstone" bowls the size of beer
schooners, such as we used to see pictured at
"Schmiddy's Place," with the legend, "Largest
In The City,-5e/* (How some of us would
like to see those signs once more!) To pre-
vent the handles from being broken off, these
cups were made without handles. They were
so thick that you could drop them on the
floor and not damage the cups. When one
man hit another on the head with this fragile
china, the skull cracked before the teacup
did. The "family reach" which we developed
in helping ourselves to food, was sometimes
used in reaching across the table and felling
a man with a blow on the chin. Kipling has
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